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Emperor, seeks frequently. I am humble Priest Furukawa Taiko, the
master of this Seikenji. It is my great privilege to greet you, Prince
Saionji." He bowed once more.
"I am Saionji Kimmochi, now residing among the fishermen's dwell-
ings at the foot of your famous sanctuary. This is my companion,
Ghana. We shall be greatly honored if you will permit us to number
ourselves among your acquaintances. Since it is my recent custom to
take a walk before sunrise every morning, we strolled up to your
enclosure at this early hour."
"Prince, at night or in the daytime, now or beyond, the world of
spiritual meditation knows no boundaries. The Seikenji welcomes you
and everybody at all times."
The priest and Saionji smiled at each other and bowed.
"Prince, would it be too rude to ask you and your lady to take
morning tea with me?"
"We shall with pleasure, Priest!"
The autumn sun shone over the Yoyogi Cemetery in the north-
western section of Tokyo.
Saionji was walking among the gravestones and sotoba, the wooden
posts indicating the newly buried. Here and there thread-like streams
of smoke from joss sticks rose straight into the morning air.
"Huh, it's nice of you, Sonoko and Shoichi, to visit Shinko's
grave with me. It's almost the seventh anniversary of her death. I
know you are anxious to go to your new home, but how glad Shinko's
soul will be to see you two together here."
He often looked back at the couple following him. Sonoko carried
with her a bundle of fragrant chopstick-shaped incense wrapped in
colored paper. Her husband had a few roses of Sharon in one hand
and a pail of water in the other.
Saionji continued as they proceeded. "Shinko loved you dearly and
you liked her, didn't you? She liked to take care of you as if you were
her own child—when you were born she was already seventeen years
old. I think you can remember those days, but—you don't remember
Sagami, my old governess, do you?"
"No, not very well, Father. I remember that I used to cry and cry
whenever I was with some old lady. I know now what die looked
like from hearing her description."
"Huh, your mother, Otama, and the governess got along none too
well, Sagami insisted that she should bring you up without inter-

